
        
            
                
            
        

    
BIMBO BLISS 5 

by 


Jen Eastwood 


Copyright © 2020 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.



READER ADVISORY: 


This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above. 

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD 


JEN EASTWOOD AUTHOR BLOG 


AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Technically, I got this series finished within thirty days. It came screaming in on two wheels, but I did it. The editing and publishing on this final part didn’t make the same deadline, though.

I’ve aslo got my one vacation for this year coming up. Three days and two nights of camping. Which is far less than my usual three or four weeks of the same. So don’t expect a delay. 

Then fun part is, Harem Beat is meant to take the piss out of my usual vacation. So have fun reading my parody of the kind of event that laid my first orgy in my lap. Write what you know, and all that.


BIMBO BLISS 5

Kait drove me to her hotel room without saying another word.

Even if we’d been divorced for months, I still felt like I’d just fucked up. As she pulled the white Mustang into the lot, I had to fight against the bowling ball in my throat. “Why aren’t you mad?”

She didn’t even look my way. “Should I be? It’s not cheating if we’re not married anymore.”

None of this made sense. “So why are you here?”

“You know the answer.” Kait pulled at the key until the motor shut off. “Start listening to your own advice for once.”

The obvious was just too much to handle. “Before the hearing, this would have had me shitting bricks. I don’t have anything to lose here, and you don’t have anything to gain.”

Kait sighed, letting go of the steering wheel before slapping her hands around it again. “Damn it, Gideon! Have you fried your brain that much already? I told you that those amphetamines would end up killing you or whipping your mind into paste.”

My hands shook. Probably from a combination of said medications and having to deal with her like this. “Then tell me what you’re after. You’ve got the house and half of my money.”

She got out and slammed her door hard enough to rattle the whole car. Even through the glass, I heard her mutter, “I knew this was a fucking mistake.”

I saw red. Stepping out, I leaned over the roof. “Then why bother? If you’re out to torture yourself, leave me out of it.”

“I could say the exact same thing to you.”

“You’re the one who followed me here. What’s jumped up your ass?” Which I yelled as if I wanted someone on the second floor of the motel to wake up and call the cops. “Let’s take this to your damn room.”


It wasn’t the best kind of place. Tacky curtains that’d hung since the early-nineties, bedding that looked only a few more years up-to-date, and even a good-old tube television. I turned around asked Kait, “Don’t tell me you’re this hard up for money.”

“This was the only place I could book on short notice, alright?”

“Why would you need a room that quickly?”

Those thick, black curls danced over her shoulders as Kait stepped forward. “If you have to know, Mel asked me to come down.”

What? “I don’t understand.”

“Gideon, you’re falling apart and turning into the exact kind of person you’ve always claimed you hated.”

This fucking fight again. “So I dicked a few clients. What about it?”

“And your assistants. I mean, I’ve always expected this out of Sasha.”

“Then Mel calling you and explaining everything means what? She’s just just as much at fault for this as I am.”

Kait sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. “True, but you know she worries about you. If it weren’t for that girl, you’d be at a funny farm with the jolly men in clean, white jackets by now. Or dead from a cardiac event.”

“You still haven’t answered why you’re here.” I was getting tired of her dancing the issue. “Out with it.”

“That medical resident in Dallas… Mel knew something was wrong with your speech when she made a complete turnaround after an hour with you. That’s when I knew I had to figure out what you’re doing to these women.”

“So this is all for an investigative report? I’m sitting down for an interview.”

“It’s not like that.” Kait slapped her hands against the sheets. “This thing that you three created… It’s dangerous, and she knows it.”

Resting my eyebrows in one hand, I wanted to explode at her. But I also knew she was speaking the truth. “There’s no way I’m giving that speech in an arena full of people. Who knows what would happen.”

Kait leaned over for her suitcase, pulling out that trusty voice recorder and hitting the red button. “Don’t worry, it’s not an interview. I just want you repeat it to me.”

“You sure about this?”

She tapped at her smartwatch. “I’m keeping track of as many vital signs as I can. If you’re playing with something that dangerous, I don’t mind being a guinea pig.”

“But you don’t even know what it does.” Even if I was tempted to have one more round with her. And so soon after busting a nut in Enais, Kait’s ass would have been in for a fucking night.

“Try me.” She tapped the screen on her wrist one more time. “Start reciting it.”


I was already giving Kait the full speech.

“If someone promises you a step-by-step solution, they’re lying to you. Maybe you’ll achieve the norm that way. But do you want that as your upper limit?”

Meanwhile, I already knew what I hoped she’d give in and do. Rock-hard and looking like the kind of MILF I’d dreamed about in my teenage years, it wasn’t like I didn’t still want the girl.

“I can’t tell you what’s important to yourself. That’s why I want to free you to discover that on your own. You have to break free of the expectations and assumptions you’ve been fed.”

She was rapt in attention, hanging on my every word.

“The true secret to standing out is finding what only you can accomplish, and how it applies to your own definition of success. Otherwise, you’re competing against everyone else with your same problems and circumstances.”

The front of my slacks tightened up again. I’d give you such a hate-fucking right now…

“So only compete with yourself. Keep your eyes on your own paper, if you will. Putting yourself in a contest with everyone else will drive you mad.”

Kait nodded, like she wasn’t skeptical anymore. Par for the course, because this had always been the point where every woman who’d heard the speech went glassy in the eyes.

“But, if you whittle your competition down to the dozens around the world with the same goal, you haven’t only narrowed down the competition. You’ve found people who understand you better than anyone else could. Those are your best mentors, and quite frankly, friends.”

Her cheeks started flushing pink.

“You do the average person no good if you mold yourself to their wishes. And above all, you’re selling yourself short. They can find some other Joe Blow off the street to sell their own dream to.”

Keeping the rhythm of the speech trotting along, I almost had to stop. When the right side of her mouth curled up like that, I knew Kait was getting in the mood.

“Focus on what matters in the moment. Discard everything that doesn’t help with your immediate happiness, after you ensure your long-term goals are safe.”

Which drove the point home.

“Doing the same as you have been doing hasn’t worked. The same applies to doing what everyone else is doing. There is a trade-off for every decision. You give up an opportunity to take another.”

Something in that resonated with her. Like Kait had regret in her eyes.

“But you know what? Will you ever focus on your goals without sacrifices? I dare you to come up with a scenario that allows your current status-quo to let you reach your goal.”

If it reminded her of why she’d filed for divorce, I didn’t care.

“Temporary setbacks are exactly that… Temporary.”

Apparently, she wasn’t thinking about how much she hated what I did for a living. I still hadn’t gotten to the halfway point of the spiel when Kait raised a hand like an obedient student. “Gideon, I think I know what you mean.”

I couldn’t keep going. “Tell me what you mean by that.”

“Our divorce. It was a bump in the road, not an end to our story.”

At least I knew what putting my own desires into the speech did, for sure this time. “Is that you talking, or did I just change your mind about it?”

Kait scooted forward. “Does it matter? I know what I want now.”

Holy shit… I really had been imposing my will on these girls. “What did you want before we came to this room?”

Shaking her head, Kait didn’t stop blushing. “I… don’t know.”

“You came here for a reason. Don’t I deserve an explanation?”

Uncrossing her legs, Kait spread those toned thighs. “Does it matter? I watched you and this last ‘client’ long enough to know you’re not interested in making her Mrs. Clyne 2.0.”

“What’s to say I wouldn’t ask Mel?”

She looked too confident for her own good. “Your eyes say it all.”

“Tell me, in your own words, what you think they’re telling you.”

“That you’re not using this power for your own gain.” Kait brushed a hank of curls out of her face. “Entirely, anyway.”

Coming from the same woman who’d accused me of lying, just for the paycheck.

I leaned against the rickety dresser. “The speech isn’t even finished. I’m sure you’ll notice the way your attitude changed when you play it back.”

“Or I’ll just hear it all over again, and fall even deeper.” My ex-wife never was an idiot. That’s a large part of why I’d married her in the first place.

“You want things to get back to how they were a year ago, don’t you?”

Spreading her thighs, even in those khaki shorts, everything else she wanted was impossible to hide. “You are helping these ‘clients,’ even if you’re giving in and fucking them. Like I said, it’s not cheating if you’re not married any longer.”

If she’d run out and started banging some other guy, yeah, I’d have been jealous as hell. “It sounds like you’re the bigger person than I am here.”

“I don’t even care that you’re fucking Mel and Sasha. Before, I was scared to death that you’d give in after a couple of drinks.”

We weren’t getting anywhere, just hashing things out like this. “Can I finish the damn speech?”

Her fingers gripped the furthest edge of the comforter. “By all means, go ahead.”


I woke up the next morning. Sore, confused, and with Kait snuggled up on my arm. Wearing nothing but a silk tank top. Just like she always wore to bed.

But I knew it wasn’t because we’d spent the night having the angry make-up sex you always remember. The bed was just that shitty.

Checking my phone, I noticed it was down to the last couple of percent on the battery. Mel had been blowing it up with texts and a few calls.

I tapped at the screen, trying not to wake Kait up.

I’ll meet you back at Enais’ house. Maybe an hour.

As soon as I noticed it had gone through, the hug on my arm tightened and the inside of a bare foot grazed down my shin.

“Heading back to work so soon?” Kait teased a fingertip down my arm. “We haven’t even made all the way up yet.”

She was warm, and exactly who I’d been missing for months. It was hard not to give in and roll over. But I knew what that’d set in motion.

“It’s Mel. I’ve still got a client to help.”

“What if I told you that I’ve been working with Mel and Enais on this? Sometimes the helper needs a hand too.”

I didn’t go full Spock like this very often. “Explain.”

“Mel knew you were suffering, even if you’ve been living every straight man’s dream. And I could snap that puzzle together, even over the phone.”

“If you did this as some kind of intervention, it wasn’t necessary.” The core of my chest turned warm and fuzzy. “But I do appreciate it.”

She kept trying to lure me into giving up the fight and showing up late. “We all care about you. How many ways do we need to show it before you believe us?”

“I already know it.” Putting my phone down, I turned onto my back.

Kait stuck even harder to me, grinding her cunt against the side of my hip. “You don’t have to thank me. With words, anyway.”

Passing up that chance burned like a red-hot iron. “Are you sure about this? And not coming from what you want. I mean from what you know is best.”

“If I leave now and never come back, it’ll destroy you.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “Pretending everything’s fine might do that too.”

“Then make the change you know you have to make.” Kait let go and almost shot out of bed. “Come on. Everyone’s waiting on us.”


Before noon, Big Pine Key feels absolutely pleasant. Even at the tail end of summer.

Stepping out of Kait’s rental and heading up the stairs on Enais’ house on hurricane stilts, I almost thought the world was going my way for once. Having dealt with cancer in my early-twenties and a recent divorce, that’s a damn nice feeling.

Enais was already pulling the door open as we took the final steps. “It looks like you two worked things out last night.”

Kait butted in before I could tell the truth. “Well enough. I think Gideon’s ready to pay back the favor, though.”

It may or may not have involved getting my dick wet again. “She’s right. I appreciate what you did, but you asked for my help for a reason. And I’m guessing it’s not because you wanted to play matchmaker.”

We followed her through the weird combination of minimalist and beach house chic she called a living room. Maybe it was just sparse because Ari needed enough furniture for wherever he’d shacked up.

Enais guided us toward the lower level of the back deck and slid the door open. “Your helpers are lazing about on my pontoon boat. Why don’t we take it out?”

I could still do my part, even out in the middle of the ocean. “Sounds good to me.”

But Kait was already panicking. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

“The key we’re going to doesn’t have many visitors. I don’t think anyone will care.”

She’s either setting up an orgy, or this is just the norm for her. And I wasn’t about to judge. “Hell, why not pack lunch? It sounds fun, and Sasha’s probably still bitching about a lack of beach time.”

Enais barely turned around as she grabbed the corner of her deck and took the first step down. “I’ve already done it. Sasha did give me your card to buy everything, though. She said you could write it off on taxes.”

It was true, but Sasha’s ass was getting a talking-to later.


Rounding a stand of mangroves on some island after thirty minutes, Enais finally cut the throttle back. “See? No boats, and nobody to care unless someone in Cape Coral can see for over a hundred miles.”

Sasha huffed from the seat opposite of myself and Kait. “Then where’s my beach?”

From my side, I caught the glint first and pointed beyond her. “Right over there. That’s the whitest sand I’ve ever seen.”

Looking back, Sasha bumped her shoulder up. “Huh.” She rose her voice to get it over the engine noise and the waves crashing against the boat. “Maybe I don’t have anything left to bitch about.”

I leaned into Kait’s ear. “For fucking once in her life...”

Kait jabbed a couple of fingers between my ribs. “Take it easy on her. Marketing people don’t have a lot to be happy about.” Then her face ducked in the crook of my neck. “She’s does her job so you don’t be that scummy.”

My arm slipped behind Kait’s back. “You’re probably right.”

I noticed Mel staring at us, gradually pulling a smile across her lips. “I guess she’s told you what’s going on here.”

“Somewhat. Running it by me would have ruined the surprise, right?”

Mel pulled at the left strap on her bikini, warming up in the face just enough as she darted her eyes away. “Since that night at the lake house, I knew what you wanted. I’m sorry if you think I went behind your back setting this up.”

The girl could have claimed me all to herself. Yet she didn’t. “I’m not even mad. Three weeks ago, I didn’t know if I wanted to keep going with this program.”

But what she said next almost brought me to an aneurysm. “It was risky, but reading your own speech back to you while you slept really did turn things around. It really works.”

If Sasha had tried the same thing, we’d already be heading back. Probably to have one of my deck shoes surgically removed from her ass. “How much of the speech did you write with myself in mind?”

Mel glanced at Enais. “And before we arrived, I told our ‘client’ how to speak with you, using the same cadence as the speech. It looks like my theory was correct.”

We were on to something big. But I never thought I’d be the star test-subject.

Not that I cared by that point.


Mel, Sasha, and Enais were doing their own thing. Probably lounging on the small patch of beach that didn’t have sticks or patches of mangrove mud.

Meanwhile, I had my arm wrapped around the smallest part of Kait’s waist. Maybe a few hundred feet away from them, I felt like we had enough privacy. “So about all this...”

“You’re still not sure about us, are you?”

“I never said that. I’m still here, aren’t I?” My arm pulled a little harder on my ex. “But I do think we need to think about everything.”

I didn’t know if she’d break away or edge closer. “Does it matter? It’s happening, and both of us seem to want it.” As she leaned more of her weight on my shoulder.

Stepping over a gnarled root, I held a hand out for her. “But was it the speech, or is this what you already wanted?”

“You already have the answer. What did you want for me, or from me, when you droned it out?”

Part of me wanted this to happen, even then. But another just wanted to her to move on and be happy. I felt like I owed Kait that much. “It’s not that simple.”

She took a few steps away and wrapped her arms behind her back. Bending at the waist and looking with her eyes, Kait asked, “Can I assume part of you wanted this to happen?” Her cleavage worked the same magic as always in that low-cut top.

“I… Yeah, this what I hoped for. But what did you want to happen?”

Her lips pursed to one side as Kait looked sideways at the swampy lagoon next to us. “This isn’t what I expected, but I wasn’t gonna rule out going along with it if this happened, either.”

“Huh.” My shoulders bumped on their own. “Why did we even get divorced? You never explained it all to me.”

“Because you were getting out of control and self-destructing. I wasn’t about to enable you to kill yourself.” She rose up and backed against a small tree. “When I realized I had to pick between leaving a live husband or burying him, what was I supposed to choose?”

If it meant anything, I hadn’t taken the amphetamines for a couple of days. “So you didn’t want to leave. You simply felt like you had to.”

“Exactly.” Kait stepped closer, holding one finger up. “I don’t you’re a total scam-artist like most of the people in your business, but you needed to help yourself more than anyone else.” She poked it in the center of my chest. “Now that you’ve done it, I’m proud of you.”

My hands snuck down to her ass and grabbed hard.

“Someone’s picking up where he left off. Finally.”

“Lighting a match doesn’t do anything if the floor isn’t covered in gas.”

Kait pushed her tits against me. “So now what? We do that cheesy renewal of vows and act like nothing happened?”

I tried glancing back to the other three, but they were a few layers of scrub too far. “How about you keep me in line, with a salary for the trouble?”

The corners of her mouth dropped. “I can’t give up my work. You’re important to me, but so are a lot of the stories I’ve been chasing.”

“There’s no reason you can’t do both.” My fingers pulled at the waist of her shorts. “Before the divorce, I was looking forward to spending a whole month with you. But we could have those twelve times a year.”

Something was bubbling in that head. Kait’s pitch-black hair and hazel eyes turned my guts to gelatin all over again, just like they had in college. “But if I do, what’s to stop you from getting out of control again?”

“You. That’s my point!” The bottom of her shirt lifted with my fingers. “If we go back to the same pattern, we’ll just repeat what happened before.”

Kait’s frown perked up a little. And even more, as I got her tank top halfway up her back. “Give me a couple of months to wrap things up, and then prove you’re not about to go back to what you did before. If you do that, we have a deal.”

The mounds pressed against my chest warmed up by a few degrees. “That’s all I can ask.”

Seeing the grin I’d fallen in love with come back raced my pulse harder than the uppers I’d tapered off of. “Good.”

But then I felt a hand working my zipper down. “We’ve lost some time. I think you owe me an apology for it.”

My intentions were honest, and I wasn’t out to get laid, either. “Slow it down.”

“Really? You fucked a girl you didn’t even know, yesterday. And now you’re on some high-horse?”

“You don’t know what you’re doing right now.”

The final inches ripped down. “Bullshit. From what Mel’s told me, you’ve been fucking like it’s your sole purpose in life. I’m not asking you to put a kid in me or anything.”

At least she had that on Enais.

Kait stepped forward, making me walk back until I felt leaves on my shoulders. “They’re probably having their own fun, just over the dune.”

That was more likely than not. If hadn’t happened during my night in Kait’s room, already.

But I had one more thing I had to know. “What made you even talk to Mel about setting this up?”

“Sasha.” Kait jumped and wrapped her legs around myself and the trunk behind me. “Don’t tell me she never told you.”

“Tell me what?”

Kait tapped the front of my head. “I’ve been fucking around with her for a couple of years. I can’t believe you never figured it out. You knew I was bi when we started dating.”

The one fear I’d always had about Kait reared its head, and then ducked into the background. She wasn’t about to leave me for some woman she’d fallen in love with. “It never really occurred to me.”

She pushed even harder against me. “And Mel… Now that the three of you are a thing, I can get hold of her too, right?”

Just the thought of it pumped my dick up. “One step at a time.”

“You protective of her or something?” Kait undid the button on my pants. “I get that she was your backup choice and all but—”

“It’s not like that.” Something made me pull Kait’s shirt over her shoulders. “Mel was there for me, every time I started drifting out of control, just like you were.”

“So do I have competition, now that I’m trying to make this work again?”

Bare tits crushed against me as Kait found my cock. “I get what you’re doing. What in the hell is wrong with you?”

Her grip on my shaft tightened. “Do… I… Have…. Competition?”

Maybe. Mel had always been there, since my personal life began falling apart. “Why don’t you go get her and find out?”

“Because I’m about to get what I want, right now.” Kait teased her fingers up my length. “We can play that out, later.”

Not that I hadn’t thought of putting those two in the same bed. Which I’d assumed would need a dozen drinks between them. “You, Mel, and Sasha… How is this gonna work?”

“However it does.” Kait let go and dropped to her knees on the sand. “But for now, you’re mine.”

Even through her own shorts and my boxers, I felt that heat. “You’ve lost it.”

“I never had ‘it’ to begin with.” Kait didn’t stop pushing herself against me. “What are you so afraid of, Gideon?”

There wasn’t an answer to give her. “Maybe that I’ll end up losing you again. Hell if I know.”

Kait slipped her hands around until she gripped both sides of my ass. Then I felt the first trace of wetness leak through.

She glared up at me. “You’re holding back. I want to know why.”

“Didn’t I just tell you?” There wasn’t any point in lying to her. “If I lose you again, think about what it would do to me.”

“Why are you even worried about that?” Kait jerked my slacks down, guaranteeing they’d end up full of sand. “We’ll have to work something out to make sure it never happens, right?”

I couldn’t stop myself from chucking her tank-top away. And once again, the inside of a bare foot traced up my leg.

Kait dropped her hands off me and started ripping at her shorts. Then at my pants.

Before I knew it, she was rubbing the racing stripe I’d always salivated over against the bottom of my shaft. “I’ve behaved myself since we parted, and she’s needy. You know that.”

Goddamn. Forcing Kait to eat sand, snatching her wrists, and plowing her into next week was more tempting than I liked. “You’re about to get your way, aren’t you?”

“If I wasn’t holding out, hoping you’d get your brains back, I’d have told Mel how to handle you by now. Through Sasha, of course.”

Only a fool would have expected any less of her. “You’re fucked-up. You know that?”

She dropped to her knees without a hint of warning. Stroking down my length with one hand as she forced my boxers down, Kait smirked. “Then why aren’t you stopping me?”

“In what possible reality would I?”

Kait didn’t skip a beat as she got the final obstacle out of her way. The pieces buckle clattered together as I felt the breeze waft against my legs.

My eyes shut and my neck bent until I was seeing red through my lids from the noon-time sun. Fingers glanced up my shaft until her breath gave me a half second of warning.

The first touch of lips on cock rose goosebumps all over me. I tangled my hands in her hair, trying to move her along.

But she wasn’t done teasing. One lick, followed up by a second. Just light enough on the head that it almost broke what little restraint I had left.

Right before I grabbed the roots and forced the issue, Kait took me in. When she lingered about halfway down and shook her head, I had to gasp at how amazing it felt.

Fuck… I’d forgotten exactly how well she knew what I liked. Getting blowjobs like that for a decade, refined down to the tiniest nuance, is something every man deserves.

Kait rocked her head back and let her grip settle on my base. One more wag of her tongue had me groaning.

A quick jerk, aided by her spit, forced me to look down at her smiling face. “Someone’s been missing me.”

Like oxygen after all those months. I gave her a just light enough tap on her cheek. “This had better not be a tease.”

Giggling, almost to herself, Kait rushed forward again. The lash of her tongue and that hard vacuum inside her mouth made the hair at the base of my skull stand up. Until I felt her jostle to each side, all the way down on my hilt.

When her voice got in on it, I knew what the sound of a zipper close to the ground was all about. Every try at a moan buzzed my shaft.

Before she got through the sixth, I was ready to pull her up and start railing away. But I gave her a few more, feeling exactly how much my ex was enjoying it.

Kait popped her lips free and coursed another stroke down my length. “I knew you wouldn’t last long.”

“I haven’t come yet.”

She really gripped those fingers around me for the next jerk. “No, I can tell you’re ready to do some unspeakable shit to me.”

There wasn’t any point in debating her. Snatching her hair again, I forced Kait back to her feet while I stepped out of my pants. “You know what to ask for, don’t you?”

“We only got better at this after that third date, didn’t we?” She wasn’t trying to fight back as I forced her to walk backwards. Kait didn’t even squirm until I had her pushed against what had to be the thickest tree on the island.

Grabbing both wrists in one hand, I forced them over her head and against the smooth bark. The front waist of her panties slipped down until gravity took hold.

My teeth almost ground to dust as I smirked. “If this is supposed to be a tease, you just fucked up.”

“Do you want me to act like it is?” Her face turned just enough to clue me in on what she was after. “I can do that too.”

Every bell and siren in my head went off. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Really?” She drew a breath. “Hel—”

My hand shot up and covered her mouth. “That’s low.”

Kait laughed behind my palm until my grip settled around her throat. “Maybe we should save it for our first night back at home.”

Our home. As if the divorce was only a piece of paper.

I didn’t bother getting the rest of my clothes off. With my shaft out and ready to go, I pressed the tip against the heat and wetness I’d missed so much.

The familiar tension just past Kait’s entry fought back. But she’d never wanted me to go easy on her. Why start now?

Yet three months of separation and close to two more prior to that where we hardly spoke whipped everything back into the shape it was in all those years ago.

My hand slid from her mouth and traced down her neck. Her entire frame bumped upward as I threw myself in.

“Oh fuck...” Her wrists squirmed and one leg wrapped around my ass. “It’s been too long.”

At least I knew she was telling the truth about never finding my replacement. “Maybe you need a reward for staying faithful.”

Kait’s breath sighed out as I ducked and crashed again. “So how many new notches did you put on your belt?”

There was Mel and Sasha, of course. Jain was as fun as Enais. And there was still Audrey. “Five, actually.”

She rolled her hips on that single leg. “Man-whore.”

Another thrust stopped her bitching, if you even want to call it that. “Don’t blame me. It’s all that psych girl’s fault.”

“Oh, I’m sure it is.” Kait flashed the hazel of her eyes at me and kept smirking. “The listeners turn into what you want them to be.”

Slamming hard as she moaned against the tree, I let the round go for close to half a minute before easing off. “’Just following orders’ isn’t much of an excuse.”

Kait nipped at my neck. Then her lips trailed dangerously close to my ear. “So says the man who gave the orders. Way to cover your ass.”

“There’s not getting it past you, is there?” I rammed myself hard in her cunt. “Ms. Investigative Reporter.”

Kait bolted herself forward, sliding me around within her. “Gideon, will you shut up already?” The ‘and fuck me’ part didn’t even have to be said.

I let go of her wrists and felt her other leg clamp behind my thighs. Rutting her up the tree, I wasn’t getting away from her, and she had no chance of getting out of it either.

The first real scream tore over the sound of waves. There was no way the rest of them couldn’t hear us.

I didn’t give a damn if they joined or not. Kait had always been enough on her own, and she’d only gotten better as the tail-end of her twenties started winding down. That thing about women turning into freaks as thirty gets close isn’t completely wrong.

But I didn’t want to just keep up with her. My blood pressure shot higher as I started wailing my shaft through.

Kait gripped tight with all four limbs and her pussy. Her chin rested on my shoulder, jostling along as she whimpered, “Don’t quit… It’s already happening!”

Her walls tensed. Close to snaring me balls-deep in her, the wiggle only Kait knew started.

Bark grated against my fingers, even if it was smooth. Holding on with what I hadn’t tossed into her, she couldn’t had rode me harder if my ass was in the sand.

Fucking hell! I tried to fight the urge.

Kait danced herself over my shaft even faster. Rolling in every direction, changing it up without a bit of warning, and letting that speed turn in a way no man could ever predict.

Sweat began dripping under my brows. Even through the sting, I had the girl of my dreams back in my grip again. And shouting like the street-corner lunatic.

The slick texture of her inner thighs pressed harder, lifting over my hips as Kait’s ankles bumped against my ass. Back in tune like we’d never stopped since our last romp that’d become a fond, distant memory, I had her teetering on the edge.

Our faces dove into each others necks. I could have stopped right then and let her come. But you know it wouldn’t be the kind of fuck you want to tell the world about if she pops off at the first chance.

Kait’s voice strained to get through her moans. Hammering deep and refusing to give even an instant of relief, I had her melting like a dreamsicle in the beach’s heat.

But then I felt it. A rise between my legs that tried luring me in like a demon’s promise.

Not fucking yet.

My hips shot back as I let go of the tree.

Kait’s body didn’t fall short. Both of her feet buried in the sand as my girl almost shook herself apart. The only thing keeping her from dropping was my arms holding her up.

Dropping her head, I couldn’t see Kait’s face through all the hair. But even those locks shook, half a second after her neck rocked to each side. “Oh shiiiit!”

Reduced to a goddamned mess, I let her ride it out until Kait could stand on her own again. Then, reacting to a hard slap on her cunt, my ex shot bolt-straight and kept rattling in her very bones.

She fell against me with the last spasms. Even her breath trembled. “That was...” Another aftershock coursed through her. “Fuck!”

Kait was still on the verge of toppling over. Just the way I liked her.

But we still had more space, I had plenty left.

Trying to guide her over to the one clean, dry bit of sand, I felt the quivers trail off until she almost had her balance back.

I held her upright for one final second. “You want it again?”

Kait huffed until her breasts almost touched my chest. “Why did you even stop?”

When I forced her down to both knees, Kait didn’t have the strength to push back. I scrambled around her, dropping until I was at the right level to slide back in. “Because I wanted to do this.”

She was on all fours, keeping that pussy off the sand in the only other way she could. Because nobody wants that stuff in there.

My tip poked at the funnel of her cunt. Teasing entry, I prodded in and ducked away at the last second. Then a couple more times until she was begging for it without a single word.

Kait’s ass flew toward me. Her entrance fought with some added tension. But it wasn’t enough to keep me out of her.

Both of my hands closed around her waist. Easing forward, it didn’t take much to feel the mound against the deepest reach of her passage bump against my head.

She tried looking back at me. “If you stop, I’ll fucking kill you.” As if she wasn’t doing exactly that, already.

One slip against her set the moaning off again. Still familiar, but different from what I’d felt just a moment earlier. Kait’s slit was made for ramming while she was on all-fours.

The padding in her ass crushed against me. I almost whistled in a breath and knew what was about to happen.

But Kait locked the bare heels of her feet against my thighs. Trapped all the way in, and maybe pulling myself a quarter of the way out of her, I knew what she wanted.

Rapid, stiff bursts flung out of me. Grabbing each of her shoulders and holding Kait down, I knew there was no pulling out in time.

Deep cries flew out of her lips. Each crush of hips on ass balled her up even further. All the way until I was barely thrusting.

With the sound carrying like that, there was no hiding exactly what was going on. Not that I cared who knew, or who showed up to join in.

Kait snapped tight like a bear trap. The only motion I had left was coring her out, grinding my dick through as her shouts turned into one long, drawn-out moan.

The slick, tight grip didn’t help me keep the pressure back. Even the slightest movement sapped a breath out of me. All the way until I was ready to let it all go.

To hell with it! I let my weight rest on Kait’s shoulders. Using that tiny bit of free cunt the deeper angle gave me, I started cracking against her as best I could.

A hint of sound rustled out in front of us. Still pumping away, sweat and how damn great it felt blurred my vision.

But here they came. Mel, Sasha, and Enais. Totally fucking enraptured in what they’d stumbled across.

I tried to say something, but it only came out as a goran.

Meanwhile, Mel leaned into Enais’ ear and whispered something. The smile pulling across her face should have been a warning.

Kait belted out another howl as I pierced deep. Her arms gave up trying to support the rest of her, resting across the small of her back.

Cracking back into my ex, or wife. Whichever applied now… Mel and Enais grinned at each other.

I stopped paying attention as Kait rolled out another yelp. My eyelids snapped tight.

Close to losing myself in her, each sound pulled me deeper into her world. Or at least the part of it that her voice would tangle me up in.

My whole trunk shot forward. Then I heard the shrillest “Yes!” any person ever should.

That was the ticket, and my train was just now piling itself into her station.

But a deep whimper maybe twenty feet away cracked one of my eyes open.

Enais held Sasha’s arms behind her back and one of those little scrub trees. As Mel dropped and pulled that bikini bottom aside.

Putting Kait in Enais’ place set the whole pot to boiling. There wasn’t anything to stop me from having that, outside of my own hang-ups.

One more shout stole me back to Kait’s realm. “Right there! Holy shit!”

My right hand snared every dark lock and pulled her face out of the sand. Like a hammer forcing a nail in, my body impacted against Kait’s hard enough to send her flying.

The bump of each heel jostled maybe an inch under my ass. I wanted to keep railing her into next week. But then I felt the pulse.

Enais was already mewling hard enough to break through Kait’s endless screams. Out of one half-closed eye, I saw my assistants drag Enais’ mind through heaven and her pussy through hell.

But I still had a moaning ex to deal with. Taking hold of both forearms draped over her back, it gave me enough to cram myself deep.

Rooting all through her, I didn’t let up until Kait’s whole body tried to ball up.

One more slap of ourselves brought the fire out of her. “Shit!”

Not that it was close to enough. I was already past the final checkpoint where I could stop.

Kait boiled over from the inside. The plump mounds of her ass tried pushing me away.

As my fucking hands gripped tighter around her arms and drug her back. Another jar of body into body stole the loudest shriek I’d ever heard out of her throat.

Rolling myself around, feeling each bump and ridge I’d been away from for too long… The whole scene hooked an anvil to my jaw. My back arched over her until I rested my face in the scent of her shampoo and the tickle of her hair on my face.

God-fucking-dammit! One more pop slung through my hips.

The walls coursing along my shaft clung tight. There was no getting out. Not even a fraction of an inch, even if I wanted to.

Kait’s body rippled back everything I’d thrown her way. Starting from her core and shivering to the end of each limb. As her cunt massaged the whole length of my shaft like it had a mind of its own.

One last breath wheezed out of me. I was bent over her, trying to fuck every decibel and shake out of my ex.

As I couldn’t twitch my shaft in either direction. I was locked the fuck inside her.

I gave up on trying to put sounds into words about the same time Kait and Sasha did. It all poured out in a stream of alphabet soup, but only the vowels.

The bottom edge of my dick turned electric as I clashed through one more time.

One heartbeat pounded through my head as I felt it happen. Her sweat-coated waist tensed in my arms, and our host went nuts only a few dozen feet away.

Time stopped.

A coursing tingle shot up from deep in my loins. I vaguely remember my chin resting in the hair settled over Kait’s back.

Then it all blasted out.

My ex’s voice shattered the moment of zen. “Come! Holy fuck!”

Like it was milking my soul, every part of me crushed forward to get it all out. The first shot warmed the tip of my cock.

Kait wasn’t about to let up, though. “Deeper!” As if I could make it happen, as much as I wanted to.

The second eruption shivered my neck. Then the third happened, forcing me to quake all over.

Meanwhile, Enais’ screams finally made sense.

But through it all, Kait got one last message through. “Don’t you even think about pulling out!” As her final words turned into pure babble.

My arms slipped down until I was hugging her upper thighs tight. This was what I’d wanted. Even if Kait had always made me wear a condom, despite the birth control.

What she was asking me to do wouldn’t make sense until I had my mind back, though. As if it mattered.

Pressing all the way in, I wasn’t letting a single drop go to waste. Kait had held herself back for too long. And now that I had her in my grasp, plunged all the way in, I had plenty welled up to pay her back.

The last fragment of my thoughts dribbled out, all at once. “Why now?”

But Kait had lost it all. Dropping her toned waist into the beach, I fell along with her. As my final spurt filled her beyond the limit.

At least it left us all with something nice to look at. After some of us came back to reality. Myself included.


It was the first night back home. Or if you’re keeping track, our home.

Kait left me alone in the bedroom. Meanwhile, I had Sasha and Mel to keep me company.

One of them ducked close to my ear. “She’s got it in for you, Gideon.”

But the California-king mattress barely seemed large enough for four.

I pulled at whoever was closest.

Mel crashed into me. “Didn’t I tell you? Kait doesn’t mind what we’ve put together.”

That only made my cock throb a little harder. “You keep reminding me, but I won’t believe it until I see it happen”

The door to the master bath flew open. Trying to crane my neck, I knew what to expect from Kait. Or so I thought.

Kait’s voice dominated the room. “Hold his ass down. If he’s getting shared, I call first dibs.”

Both of my eyes shut on their own. This can’t be real.

Yet the tongue dancing across every inch of my length begged to differ.

Just enough weight pressed down on my wrists. Then I heard Mel’s voice. “Don’t tell me you didn’t want this from the start.”

I had. But I’d never imagined it would happen.

Kait’s sweet words cooed against my other ear. “Even now, you don’t realize how lucky you are.”

The sound of two mouths going at it smacked over my face. Meanwhile, Sasha dropped her fucking hips.

Jesus FUCK!  The sheets piled between my knuckles.

If this was the reward for living a good and proper life, anyone could have made it into Heaven. Because I sure as shit hadn’t.

Three hands pushed on my chest, but I didn’t know who was doing it.

Then I heard Mel’s voice. “Easy, you two.”

Sasha rocked her hips around before gasping, “Shut up. He can handle it.”

Hell if I can… I tried gripping Sasha’s thighs.

But I only got the curve of Kait and Mel’s waists.

The scent I knew too well fell over me. Kait’s voice lapped into my head as she nipped the lobe of my ear. “It’s up to you.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about. “Huh?”

“Three women, and we’re all ready to do whatever you want.” Her cheek pushed against mine. “Who gets the first reward?”


LIKED THIS STORY? CHECK OUT:

BIMBO PANIC! 


Someone’s mercenary as fuck. “Just keep doing your job, and we’ll get along fine. I enjoyed living by myself.”

Her eyes never left mine, but I knew River was calculating something between those ears. She quit pressing down on the meat and chucked the spoon in the sink without looking. “So you don’t plan on being the creepy boss who takes advantage of this?”

I dumped everything back in the pan before stepping over to the fridge. Pulling the gallon of milk out, I watched her sit down again. “The truth is, I can’t stand other people for more than an hour, tops. No offense.”

River had a sucker-punch hidden, though. “All the basics are in my room.” Then her eyebrows sunk. “But what’s with all the BDSM toys in the bottom drawer?”

I turned around, shooting a drip of milk to the floor. “We’ve already talked about this.”

“Cuffs, rope, a goddamned whip… Don’t tell me you didn’t plan it yourself.”

My jaw fell a little. “I didn’t. In fact, Jaradale never told me he’d stock the guest bedrooms with anything until I found out on my own, tonight.”

She didn’t believe me, apparently. “Sure thing, boss.”

I turned back to the food, my face redder than the cap of the whole milk. GeneFactor’s Head of Behavioral Research, Michael Jaradale. That motherfucker...

***

“Carter, there’s no point in both of you hating each other. Let it happen.”

My arms tensed until I felt the blood cut off from my hands. “Are you daft? Let me go, now!”

She was already moving on to River, sitting close enough to lean into her wannabe-boss’s ear. “It alright, he wants you to.”

The chains rattled against the headboard. One last try made it hurt. I’m gonna kill both of ‘em.

River didn’t seem to mind, pushing her cunt against me hard enough to leave my shaft even wetter.

My left arm jerked, forcing the right closer to the wall. “I swear, when I get loose—”

Faith shot her gaze at me. “You’ll what? Don’t think I won’t like it.”

Two fingers glanced my dick as soaked fabric gave way to hot skin. It’s not like I could call it a dry hump, given how River was wet as her namesake.

I tried keeping Faith occupied, but she was already reaching over for something else. The way she looked away worried me more than anything else so far.

The end of my prick roasted as a dripping entrance ate the first inch.

Wake up, wake up, wake up! I shook my head, desperate to get away. But this wasn’t another dream.

Ending my three-year dry streak, River sunk until I was halfway inside her.

The hold on my wrists was too much to fight, but I hadn’t lost use of my mouth. “You’d better fucking be on something.”

River opened her mouth like she was about answer.

Strrrnkt!

Then I heard something tear. Next thing I knew, Faith had River’s mouth sealed with a piece of duct tape.

“I guess she’d better know when to pull you out, huh?”

***

Leaning close enough to keep Faith from hearing it, I whispered, “Don’t think I like you because of this. Not one bit.”

River didn’t seem to care, pulling her legs harder until she had me locked in.

My waist bucked, rolled, and ripped to each side. She’d done good enough to earn what I’d been welling up.

Standing up a little, the blonde I was taking it all out on rose with me. I let her slam back to the mattress, letting the chain of her cuffs rattle.

River kept squeezing my arm hard enough to shoot pins and needles all over my hand. Even through the tape, I caught the single word. “Deeper!”

I loved it. There aren’t many issues a proper, rough hate fucking can’t work out between mortal enemies.

Faith closed her hands over mine and licked at the top of my collar-bone before cooing, “Do it. She’s about to split in half.”

The first rumble pulsed from deep inside that pussy. Taking me in, it snapped tight behind my tip.

What scraps I had left kept me thrusting, maybe an inch or two each way. The pressure at the very end built up until the skin on my tip felt like it was ready to crack. But a tiny spot of pre-cum bought me a little more room to play with.

I took hold of one of River’s breasts. Hot enough to light the bed on fire, her skin filled in the pale outline of my handprint before I completely let go.
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